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buried as simply as possible in the grave where his mother rested
at Sceaux. Aristide Briand, then Minister of Public Instruction,
nevertheless defied orders: in a gesture of generosity he joined
the relations and intimates of the Curies and accompanied
Pierre's body in silence to the far-off little suburban cemetery*
Journalists, concealed behind the tombstones, watched the
figure of Marie hidden under thick mourning veils:
. . . Mme Curie, on her father-in-law's arm, followed her
husband's coffin to the grave hollowed out at the foot of the
wall of the enclosure in the shadow of the chestnut trees. There
she remained motionless for a moment, always with the same
fixed, hard gaze; but when a sheaf of flowers was brought near
the grave, she seized it with a sudden movement and began to
detach the flowers one by one to scatter them on the coffin.
She did this slowly, composedly, and seemed to have totally
forgotten the watchers, who, profoundly moved made no
noise, no murmur.
The master of ceremonies, nevertheless, thought he must ask
Mme Curie to receive the condolences of the persons present.
Then, allowing the bouquet she held to fall to the earth, she
left the cemetery without saying a word and rejoined her
father-in-law.
(Le Journal, April 22nd, 1906.)
During the following days, eulogies of the vanished scientist
were pronounced at the Sorbonne and in the French and
foreign scientific societies which counted Kerre Curie among
their members. Henri Poincar6 exalted the memory of his
friend at the Academy of Science:
All those who knew Pierre Curie know the pleasantness and
steadiness of his friendship, the delicate charm which exhaled,
so to speak, from his gentle modesty, his candid uprightness5
and the fineness of his mind.
Who could have believed that so much gentleness concealed
an uncompromising soul? He did not compromise with the